ISLAND   LAMENT

laughed. Typists were putting their heads out of windows and
looking anxiously skyward. It was Friday, May soth. I was due
in a few days to go back to Central Europe. *Will it come before I
get back?* I asked myself. For the first time I felt in London, even
in London, that leaden feeling of apprehension that had held me
in the last months before the annexation of Austria, that had borne
upon me with redoubled weight when I saw that lightning mechan-
ized invasion.

The next day, as the first of my farewells to England, I went to
see the Naval and Military Tournament at Olympia. I wanted
to see how much that show had changed in twenty years, what
sort of an impression England's armed forces made now that
Germany, rearmed, was the mightiest military nation the world
had ever seen.

It had not changed much. There was the unidentifiable Some-
body in the Royal Box, taking the salute after each item. There .
were the sailors and stokers from Portsmouth and Chatham hurl-
ing themselves and their field-guns over bottomless chasms and
back again. There was the officer of the day announcing each item
through the microphone, and there, I swear, was the same joke
about the Dear Old Lady who, being shown the gun used in this
hair-raising performance, said, CI knew there was a catch in it; it's
hollow'. Ah, those Dear Old Ladies, those Elderly Parties, those
Frenchmen who mispronounce their English and on their return
from a shooting party announce, CI have two braces to my bags', or
something screamingly funny of the same kind, those plumbers'
mates, those ill-bred self-made men! What a gallery of comic
figures. Thank God for our sense of humour.

Then came the Scots Greys, cantering tinnily round to the
music of American jazz, the Royal Inniskilling Dragoons
waltzing and curvetting and prancing to 'The Lambeth Walk'.
Have the English no sense of the congruous?, I asked myself. If they
respect tradition so much, in uniform, why not in the musical
accompaniment?

But for that matter, why those uniforms of fifty or more years
ago? Why do soldiers cling so grimly to the past, but only to tfte
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